In a Letter to a Fricnd. 
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| Sinoula quaq, locum teneant ſortita decenter. 


Si vis me flere, dolendum eft 
Primum ipfi tibi———— male ft mandata loqueris 
Aut dormitabo aut ridebo.  Horat. de Art. Poet. 
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rinted for F. Whitlock, near $ tationers-Hall, 1695. 
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 Monniagl Poets, &c. 


Ina Letrer t0. 4 rank: 


Hat! Would You fee thoſe Poems on the Queat 
Which few, beſidesthe Printers, e're have ſeen 2 
I ſent you ſorhe which were eſtcentd the beſt, 
Muſt you, my Friend,” defireth' unworthy reft 2 
I'll bate you Handreds that infeft the Town, 
And only ſend onebad one of my own - 
But as the laft ſtill borcows from che firſt; 
'Tis wholly owing the beft and wortt ; 
Each, with'a different Fate, cxacts my Lays, 
Some to commend,” arid others to diſpraife ; 
This be my Task* ker abfer Pens aſpire.” 
To ſing a Queen, I only can adrnire 5 
My Virgin Maſe oft modettly decline 
Th' uncqual'Yas,/ ad flares at the Detign: 
Maria is a Thieme, he maſt forbear, ' 
Her tender Fimions fill unflcdg'd appear, 
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And cannot ſoar 6 ro 9 fa 


s& ©#v9%t ; : 
F1TE-£ n $ © % Py [. o Ft 42 # F 
— I F ; 4» 3 F wiks# C547 Ef L4G7 pf fd : SA; + \ w 


Y 4 


Her Friends, I Ty | io who her Right affere; 
(Oy who were Focsro ſuch a high Deſert : FR 
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In diſtant Regions, but in Albion moſt 
Expreſs. their Grief, and _— Maria loſt :. 


UR HLIUAR 


Nor does She fall enp*vee, con by thoſe 
I hom the malicious World  niſcas her Foes. 
yn Dryden: mournss tho) ct he docs retuſe | 
To mourn'in public, and exctt his Myſe ; 
Nor can we welt his Want of - Love ſuſpect, 


Who kindly could an,abſcar Muſe correct. , . . 
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6 mLavgd S053 e001 ods iti owt ad W 
/ bo \ denn Drydez's 'Qurs, to Hin. y we OWE.) hos $09 ! 
The tunetul Notes.which fnom: Atexis, flow: : Ne 

He choſe out Congreve, and inſpird his Fame 4... 
Congreve, his beſt beloy'd, and, next in Fame ( Me ts 
Whoſe Beams theuncxpecting World ſurpriſe, - ;. ___ _ - 

As when unſcen che Sun in Clouds does rife, | Sts iT 

Then breaking. through, at once attracts our Eyes, 


_ - Unlike in this,.nq Night ſucceeds his. Day, L 
Bur ſtill he ſhines with one continued Ray. T7 a | 
When in full Glory Congreve firſt appear'd, O 6 vail of 
We ſaw, we wonder ang confcft che. Bards TY . Pry 
Dryden by Thee All ewn; theſe, Wonders done, ; ap F j- 
Thou _— this Fo RANA Ac Welw: Ron 

Sighs 214 Mal reg, V: __ ha os 72 wo 


The Vale return his Groans - Wands his Sig bs ; 
t ts 21% 175 | ; WY ite £ £ Bog f +4 
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C43 
Not fo lamented Grecian - Bion fell, 
Nor Venus mourn'd the lovely:Boy ſo well ; 
Pocts unborn ſhall make his Lays their Theme, 
And future Rapins take their Rules from him. 

Here let me end his Praife; but-whom, my Muſe, 
Will't thou place next? place boldly next Mottewx ; _- 
Whoſe charming numbers can at once. diſpence 
The Gallic ſoftneſs, and the Brittiſh ſenſe : 

He with his Labours docs oblige. our. Iſle, 

Adorns our Language, and 'refines our Stile, 

Shows how to write, . by what himſelf has writ, 

And ſhames us Britons, to a ſenſe of Wit. 

Horace humſelt,. inſpir'd by him, prepares 

To lull our Griefs,' and ſtop our/boundleſs Tears P 
Scarce Horace ſung in ſo. divine a ſtrain, x 
Scarce could he with ſuch Harmony complain ; _ A 
The flowing numbers charm my Mind to Peace, 
Enchant my Woes, and make cv'n Sorrow pleaſe, 


Maria's Death does- Stepmeys Muſe reviye, - 
And by his Muſe, Maris ſeems: alive. . | 
He, while his long neglected Flame returns, 
Like Waller praiſes, .and like Waker mourns, 
His fainting Muſe uplifes her drooping Head, 
| And fwectly ſings, when we bemoan'd her Dead ; 


\ 
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So in Diſtreſs Arion, doubly warmd, 
With Numbers thought his laſt, divinely charm'd. 
' Once, when his Hero's Voyage did employ | 
His artful Muſe, his Verſcs flow'd with Joy; 
Fi taught che Trizors on their Shells to play 
AndBraicd. and bleR Marta's gentle Sway. 
But now, like us, by Farte's Decree diſtreſt, 
He mourns the Beatty, whom before he blclt. 


. Soar, Muſe, and ftrive thy feeble Flightto raife, 
In Numbers, like his own attempt his Praiſe, 
' Like Pinder, he, unutterably bold, 
| Burns like a raging Fire, and cannot be contrould. 
Gods! With what State his daring Thoughts ariſe, 


Majeſtic Dennis next demands my Lays ; | 


While with ſonorous Wings he upwards flyes, 
Till he ſeems loſt above his darling Skies! 


| Some wondrous active Force informs the whole, 

Each Word has Life, and ev'ry Line a Soul. 
Bold Pictures thus the help of Shades diſclaim, 
There all is Light; all Heat, all dazzles, all is Flame. 
How ſhall I ſhow his yaſt commanding Force ! 
His rapid Tranſports, and uncquall'd Courſe /! 

His cowring Muſe which ſcorns a human Flight ! 
But ſhines aloft and blinds witht to00 exceſſive Light ! 
With him my Sout thro raptrous Regions flycs, 


And drinks at once a rovling Stream of Joys ; 


Conoulſive | 


Ca 4-: 

Conwalſroe T, ranſports all my Vitals tear : 
Gods ! 'tis too much, too much for Man to bear. 
Dennis, thy Words alone thy Thoughts can right, 
As Fire 1s beſt diſcoyer'd by its Light. 
I ceaſe, for tho my Blood with Fury boil. * 
To mock the Thunder is a dangrous Toil. 

Deſcend, my Muſe, refume thy humble Strain, 
Nor court a Pleaſure thats ally'd to Pain ; 
Let now the ſlow, tho zcalous Bard be praisd, 
Who to his Muſc a Mazſoleax raisd : 
Marias Worth, and Royal Bounty prov'd 
The Muſe, that beſt the Lawre//d Poet moy d: 
See! The whole Man now laboursto deplore, 
Now ſtrains, and ſtrives above himſclf to ſoar. 
What mighty care he takes t improve a Thought! 
A Slave to Senſe, and cautions to a Fault. | 
All modeſt Beauties thus, like prudent 7ate, = 
Falſe glitrring Gems, and gawdy Tinſcl hate. 
Exc Elegy to noiſy Rant was turn'd, 
This was obſervd when Rome and others mourn'd, 


; In Copheys ſtrain mourns Weſtley grateful Muſe, 
| Nor could ſhe well the dolefut Task refuſe : 

| He ſharcs a part of th' Engliſh Pindar's Flame ; 
'The ſame their Beauties, and their Faults the ſame, 


($5 
| More gladly we his Life of Chriſt had ſeen, 
Were his God prais'd as well as is his Queen. 
Yet tho his' Vein does by degrees refine, 
| Speaks him a Poct, and his Fancies ſhine, 
we 4 "y A, nn down, gh 1s what he ould _ 
/ '”  Palhb with an artlefs Grief our loſs diſplays, 
Smooth are his Words and' modeſt -is his Praiſe, 
Gfave are his Thotithts,” his Muſe to Vice aFoc. 
Who could expe: a Sermon from a'Beau - 
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Gould's untaught Mule on this LSE a i Wit 
= For Satire more than Panegyric firs 917-7 1:93 & 
Tho in the Piece tio” Satire ſhould be ſeen © 


It ſhocks us lefs than _ God oy the _ T6 


Talbot Ry the Painter tiow to how, 
With moving Art, this diſtal Pomp of Woc. 
Oh ! Painter, caſt thou draw-what le can ſing, 
A dying | ach and a a lamcing Ki ag 


Betimes our learn'd is bats reveal, 
The Prodgcts' of, rheir-ever-forward Zeal ; 

'In ſome, old Roman Beautks;we' deſcry, i, 
Wah Virgil thele; and thoſewath Horace yye.. 
Almoſt the ſame their Purity. and Grace, 

Bur not in all theſs mighty Charms we trace ; 
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All praiſe Maria, but' not All wick Flamie;' : 

And All to Itke's as bad as All to' blame: 

Here ſome im Epigrams their Sorrows v"_" 

In Syriac, Turksſh, nay in Welſh lament; 

There while like Rome Some would their Thoughts cxpwili 
A Modern Air prophancs theit Ancient Dreſs : | 
Yet 'tis leſs Guilt ts venture on this Crime; 

Than to commit odd L4tin- Engliſh Rhyme: 

For ſarc the'Durice canbe excusd by none, 

Who dcad Tongues ſtudies, and unlearns his own : 

Such more for: Pedants: than for Pocts- pals; 

As your meer Scholaris a learned Afs;;. 

Let theſe uſurp che Tonguesof eyry Land; m 
Which They, and none but They halF-underſtand,; + + -;// 
Their idle Toyl, and Failures well excuſe, | 
So they in Engliſh neet-debauch a Muſe | 
Yer all in Colleges not thus are curſt,” i. +. 1. / 
Some in our Tongue; ſtand equal ahh rhe Firſ.: 
Theſe like Exceptions/are t0-genralt Rules, ; :; : 
Free from th' Infection of contagious Schools S* 1165 | 
And had deſery'd with, Honour, to, be nam'd, ..; 
But moſt were falent, cho therr Lays were clainv'd. Te 


Some Noble Peiis gave Verſe, but not their Name, 
Worthy at once, and:negligent of Fame : 
Theſe, with ſome fexidhar ſeapd me inthe. throng,.. 


Miſs here the Ducs which to their Lays belong. 
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 Someon this Theme noe-withour Art-have,wric, 
With here and there-a' glimvring Spark of Wir, 
But tuft the reſt with old, flat, trivial Thoughts, 
And ſcare the Beauties coumtervall the Faults. 
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Others, whoſe End and Dulnels: the ſame, 
In couples hunt thar common: Miftrefs Fame: ;; 

| A want of Senſe, - and ſcarcity of 'Lints, 
(Like Pedlars low 'm Stock)-the Poctaſters joyns. 


PI flight a Wreech, who, to cxalc:his Theme, 
+3 jſt Did bleſt Maria, and her God blafpheme; 

And to adorn his:Queen, his Godhead rob TY 
Since F. Di:Gent- proves only Bluc-coat C--. 


Few Rhymers think Mediocrity their Lot; © \ & 
So moſt will think they re wrong d becauſe forgor, © 
Tho 1 forget *em{/but to/ wrong tri not. | 
All ſhould their Tears, bur not their Verſes bring . 
For all can grieve, but very few car fing. 
Rhymd Panegytics'Theſe/in'yain compoſe, 
If they muft prai, hy dont They praiſe in Proſe 3 
Beſides, were glutted, no diſtinction's had, 
F And-the Good Iye' confounded with the Bad 3: 
b- go For who can rcad;'tho he delights to'toyl, 1: -- Wy ; 
4 - All the good Paper which our Scribblers ſpoyl? 
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Yet to move Sadneſs kt their Works be had, 
And fure they'll prove, unleb the Readers nad 
Grave, woful, diſmal, lamentably fad. 
What bulky Heaps of. doleful Rhyme I ſee ! 
Sure all the World runs mad with Elegy ; 
Lords, Ladics,Knights, Prieſts, Souldicrs, Squires Phyſicians, 1 
Beaux, Lawycrs, Merchants, Prentices, Muſicians, | 
Playrs, Footmen, Pedants, Scribes of all Conditions. 


| ) 


-We moſt of Theſe the Rhyming Mob may call, 


With Fuſtian Sheets cncombring evry Stall ; 
Wights by their ill, or their no Genius curſt 
To copy ſill, and copy for the worſt : 

To Paper fatal, the lechargic Elves 

At thcir own Coſt in Print lampoon themſclyes; 
Proud of whole Sheets of tedious Nothings full 
And like Themſelves emphatically dull \ 


Yet with pedantic, dark, proſeic Rhymes, 
Or Bombaſt which xregularly chimes, 
Theſe would be thought the Pindarsof the Times: 
Then may ſome Rull, aſpiring to: be great, 
With pigmy Waters mate a Mountam's' height, 
Pretend to roar, and ſcare the fearful.Swains, 


Orcwhclm its Banks, and foans and roul impetuous ore 
ſthe Plains. 


Bur 
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But whos theEkafoff this prefarmpruous' Band? 7, * 7 
Place D-</ firſt. -and-let him "All: command ;" 2777 
D---y notey'n by this great Theme was-fird, 
But found himſelf alas' 10t-now ih 
With any Genins for Poethy' 
Sath'as. They on thiſe occaſions usd to be. * 
He, while his ſiibject firongly prompts'ro weep, 
Ean cate} with Feet that hobble, ſtrut, or ww, 
Mirth, aid then: Pity, Anger, Scorn'and Slecp, | ; 
He gives us Lines'to fool onr Sorrow fit, 
The merricſt- Funeral Ode that cre was writ! 
Yer falſe the Mirth, /and treacherous'the Relict, 
He racks a ſacrilegious Laugh from Grief : 
But like tart-Draughes withinauſeous /Afcer-taſts, 
The Pleafure paſſes; and: the>Loathing laſts. . - ® 
Yet blame him not y-He; ro-4ll 'Scars-a Slave, 
When Grief ſhould rule is Gay, when Mirth is Grave ; 
Still to ry counter:1s: the. Farciar's Rule, 


Thus He! rurn'd 2zixot out of ——_— 
P 
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Then, Ze poor ww of the Ape, belidae 
*Tis ſcandalous t6: kick-a Man thars down: 
The Wretch isfalf co ſuck'alow Degree, 
ble>clanns ; Compaſſion, and from Satire's'free; SIE 
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'Tis cime have done, thank Heavn, my Paper's full, 
Suitc cvin the Thoughts of Dep make me Dull. 
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